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Brothers 


"Okay, Weiki. It's either him or us. Take your pick" 


Michael Weikath looked at his Powerfool bandmate, who was standing right in front of him with his arms folded 
across his chest. He wasn't pleased. Michael could easily tell that from the tone of his voice. He watched as 
the other members of the band glared at Michael's new friend. Kai Hansen gave them all equally defiant glares 


from his position in the corner of the rehearsal room. 


Michael knew of Kai's distaste for the members of Powerfool. He and the band members were quite nearly 
polar opposites. Kai wanted to play thrashy and speedy. Powerfool was more refined and had that classic Hard 
Rock sound. He had voiced his opinion to Michael a few times, but often would go quiet after saying such 
remarks. Even Kai understood this was a band that Michael had played with for many years. 


Michael turned around. Kai was watching him. The hostility he felt against Michael's bandmates seemed to be 
gone as their eyes met. Michael turned back to face his bandmates. 


"Anyone would be a fool to not have Kai in his band" 


Michael grabbed his guitar and walked out of the room without another word. Stunned, Kai grabbed his own 
guitar and ran after him. After they exited the building, Kai clapped him on the back. 


"Glad we're finally away from those guys!" 
Michael gave Kai a sideways glance. Instantly, Kai felt like he insulted his new friend. 


‘lm sorry. | didn't really mean it like that. I'm just.. surprised you dropped your own band so quickly and for a 


guitarist you only recently met." 


Michael laughed. "We may have only just met, but | feel like we've been ‘mates a lot longer. You're very 
talented and what | said wasn't bullshit. | don't understand why people aren't flocking to you, begging you to join 
their band." 


Michael laughed once more, this time a bit harder when he saw Kai's face turn the color of his hair. A look of 


realization hit Kai after a moment. "Wait.. ‘mates? We're bandmates now?" 

If you want to be, you've got a guitarist in me for sure." 

"That's amazing! l'm just barely out of the army and now I've got a full band!" 
"Wait... what?" 


Kai's face turned red again, "Oh, yeah. I've recently gotten back into contact with two guys who used to be in a 
band with me. We were called Second Hell for a while and then changed our name to Iron Fist. We played around 


here and there, though | doubt you ever saw us" 


"As a matter of fact, | do remember your band. You guys played at a festival in Hamburg and | remember 


your song ‘Gorgar'.” 
Kai's jaw nearly hit the ground. "You actually have seen us? What did you think of ‘Gorgar' if | may ask?" 


Michael didn't look at Kai as he spoke, "I felt the song itself and the lyrics were kind of childish." His voice 
slipped into a raspy, slightly growling tone, "Gorgar will eat youuu... It kind of cracked me up, honestly. But, at 
the same time, | was very intrigued. If | wasn't so busy with Powerfool and my school's band | would have 


come up and talked to you all after that gig. | was especially impressed with your drummer." 
Kai still looked stunned, but he pulled himself out of that daze. 


"His name is Ingo. He and our bassist Markus are both out of school now, so we no longer have any limitations. 
We were going to meet up tomorrow, the three of us. You should come along with me!" Kai hopped in front of 


Michael, causing the older guitarist to back up a step. 


"Please?" Kai didn't feel like begging, but he was ready if he had to. Luckily he didn't have to. 


Michael put a hand on Kai's shoulder and said, "Of course | want to meet the band. We're in this together now, 
right?" 


"You are awesome!" Kai threw his arms around Michael in a hug. 
“There's just one thing | am worried about." 

"What is it?" 

"Do you think your bandmates will like me?" 


Kai thought for a moment, "Well. | think you're cool, so they will have no choice but to agree. And if my word 
for it doesn't work, then when they hear us play, they should be on board” 


Michael nodded his head and wished Kai a good night. Kai waved to him and headed off to his car. Michael 
waved back and then headed off in the direction of his apartment. 


Michael looked up at the building number. It was the exact same as the one Kai had written down for him. He 
walked inside and found the proper rehearsal room number. Then, he stood in front of the door, not even 
attempting to knock He took a step back So many thoughts started to race through his head, the biggest one 
being a big "what if’, a similar question to the one he had asked Kai the day before.. What if they didn't like 


him? 


Michael took a deep breath and put those thoughts aside. They didn't belong in his head. Whoever this Ingo 
was, he just hoped they could get along.. same with Markus. 


Then, he knocked. 

After a moment, Kai came to the door with a big grin on his face. 

"You're late, but I'm happy you came." 

Kai ushered Michael inside. The room wasn't huge, but it wasn't too small either. There was enough room for 
all four of them, maybe even a fifth, plus all their instruments. The first person Michael saw was a curly- 
haired guy with a couple tattoos on his arms, holding a bass guitar. 


"Markus!?" 


Markus Grosskopf looked up from his bass and raised an eyebrow. Then, a smile lit up his blue eyes. 


"Weikl! Its good to see you again" 
The two hugged for a moment. Kai was quite stunned. "How.. do you know each other?" 


Markus fiddled around with tuning his guitar as he spoke, "We used to be in a band together for some time 


while | was still in school; Blast Furnace was our name." 


Kai nodded his head and started to clean up a spot for Michael to lay his guitar case down, apologizing for the 
mess. Michael tried to tell him it was fine and then caught the drummer staring at him from behind his kit. He 
had curly brown hair just like Markus. Michael reached a hand out to him. 


"im Weiki.. Michael... whatever you want to call me." 


‘lm Ingo. It's nice to meet you." Ingo shook Michael's hand and gave him a smile, "Kai has told us a lot about 


you." 


Michael nodded. "He has?" 
Ingo continued smiling, "He sure has. He says you guys sound good together." 
"Yeah, let's hear you two play." Markus, his bass still strapped around him, came walking over to them. 


Michael and Kai looked at each other a moment. They both shrugged their shoulders and plugged their guitars 
into the amp. They stood together, unsure what to play. Kai didn't offer up any suggestions so Michael started 
playing first. He saw the look of surprise on Markus’ face and then just kept playing. Kai instantly joined in and 
with Michael watching Kai out of the corner of his eye, the two made it through a run of "Gorgar". Even Ingo 
looked surprised after they finished. He knew Michael had heard the song before, but didn't expect him to 


remember it. 
Markus looked from Ingo to Kai and then to Michael. 


"| think we have a band." 


The name of the band went through a couple more stages before everyone decided upon the name "Helloween". 
Michael voiced his distaste for the name, but was ultimately outvoted. It turned out that would not be the 
last argument he would have with Ingo Schwichtenberg. 


While Michael got along quite well with Kai and had of course previously known Markus, he seemed to have a 
tough time with Ingo. Small arguments often broke out between the two of them, over just about anything. 
They didn't seem to be able to agree on much. 


Kai and Markus never broke their fights up. They just hoped everything would work out eventually and were 


ready to intervene if necessary. 
For a long time, it didn't seem like that would happen, though. 


At the end of 198b, Helloween was in dire need of a new vocalist, since Kai was struggling some with singing and 
playing guitar at the same time, and he didn't seem too confident in his voice. The band decided upon going 
after an |8-year-old by the name of Michael Kiske. They had all been impressed with his singing voice. Markus 
had tried to persuade him to join the band once before, but the offer was declined. So, Weiki gave it a shot. He 
phoned up Kiske and got him out of the shower to answer the phone. A few days later, Helloween's new blond- 
haired vocalist walked into the studio. 


The management then decided if they were going to have a new singer, then they needed new material, or at 
least to re-release something. It was decided they were going to re-release the band's debut EP in a picture 


disc vinyl record format. They just needed a bonus track, which the boys didn't have. 


They thought on it for a while and then one day, both Michael and Ingo blurted out at the same time, "A 
drunken Christmas song!" Both of them blushed a second and turned away from each other. It was quite nearly 
the first thing they ever agreed upon 


Kiske, Markus, and Kai all gave them an odd look but figured it could work. 


The all piled into the studio a few days later to record their version of the Christmas classic "White 
Christmas". Michael Kiske had already gone above and beyond and had added something a little extra 
beforehand: a reworking of an Elvis tune he was fond of. Hearing it made the others laugh pretty hard, so 


they were already in great spirits as the recording process began 


The boys were only slightly drunk when they recorded the song, but they all made it sound as crazy as they 
possibly could While Ingo banged away on his drum kit, he couldn't help but laugh every single time someone's 
voice hit a higher register as they tried to make the song exuberant. Weiki's falsetto throughout the song 
almost had Ingo falling off his seat, he was laughing so hard. 


At one point, Weiki turned back to him and caught Ingo smiling as he played drums. Weiki sang the current line 
they were doing right to him and he made a stupid face, causing Ingo to fall right off the seat laughing, one 
hand still raised to hit the beat when it was necessary. 


The picture disc was released by the end of December 1986, going over pretty well in introducing young 
Michael Kiske to the Helloween fan base. 


After that long recording day, however, everyone had gotten sick, some more so than others. A bad batch of 
dope had been passed around and everyone that had taken some felt some strong effects from it. After a 


week, Ingo came into the studio to find everyone was back to normal, or so it seemed. 


Michael Weikath started to distance himself from the others. At first, Ingo assumed Weiki needed to recover 
properly from the surgery he had just gone through, one that he was told wasn't particularly a fun one. Then, 
as several weeks went by, Weiki was getting rejected more and more by the management. They weren't 
enjoying the songs he was coming up with and Ingo could easily see that Weiki was getting discouraged. He only 


seemed to be able to get around to playing guitar long enough to record a solo or two. 

After a particularly long recording day, Kai, Markus, Kiske and the producers all left to go home. Ingo stayed 
behind for a few minutes to clean up the studio a bit and fix something with his drums. When he got that all 
done, he went to turn the light off and leave, but an odd feeling made him stay. He took a quick stroll through 
the recording studio one last time. 

Upon opening the door to the recording room, he saw Michael Weikath sitting on the floor, his back up against 
the wall. His knees were drawn up to his chin, his head was down, and it seemed to be that he didn't notice 


anyone had walked in. Then Ingo heard a quiet "go away." 


Ingo sighed and went to sit down next to him. Michael looked at him for a moment and Ingo could see he had 


been crying. He was also shaking some. 

Instantly, Ingo became concerned, "What's the matter?" 
"You won't care. You hate me, remember?" 

"| don't hate you." 

"Then, why do you fight with me so much?" 


Ingo thought about that one. Michael shook his head and rested it back on his knees. Before Ingo could say 
anything, Michael continued talking. 


"You're the only one who ever argues with me, besides the management. | understand they all want the best 
from me, but I'm giving my best. It just never seems to be good enough.’ Michael's voice broke for a second 
as a shiver went up his spine. Ingo slowly reached over and put a hand on his shoulder. Michael jumped and 
then looked at him again. 


"What are you doing? Don't you hate me? How can you still be sitting there with someone like me.. someone 


who can't even write a song good enough for anyone... I'm letting you all down.” 


"No, you're not. You're not letting us down. Your songs are great. ‘A Tale That Wasn't Right is beyond brilliant. 
Management doesn't know what they're talking about. And, of course, | don't hate you." Ingo smiled. 


"Then, answer me." 


Ingo looked puzzled. 


"Why do we fight so much? | admire you and your playing, so | don't understand why you fight so much with 
me, or why | have the urge to fight with you." 


Ingo looked down but could tell Michael was still staring at him, wanting an answer. When he looked back up, 


Ingo's shy smile took Michael by surprise. 
"Siblings fight. | should know, | have a couple. But, yeah, brothers fight a lot. It just happens, you know?" 
Michael stared at Ingo and blinked some tears from his eyes. "I don't” 


"Oh..." 


"Wait." Michael thought about something a second, "You just said brothers fight.. what did you mean by 
that?" 


Ingo smiled again, "I've admired you since the day you walked in here. And even if no one else will be, I'll be 


your brother. Trust me. | always will be, if you want me to. | feel like it's meant to be." 
Michael turned away for a moment and Ingo figured he was just going to ignore him. But, then, Michael 
reached over and hugged him tightly. He was still shaking, but as the two of them sat there like that, Michael 


slowly stopped. He relaxed in Ingo's arms. 


"How do you truly know we're meant to be brothers and we don't actually hate each other?" Michael asked 


somewhat quietly. 


"Well.. when we've had our arguments, do you generally get over them quickly and forget about them?" Ingo 


asked. 

Michael nodded and then laughed, hugging Ingo tighter. "I guess we are brothers." 

"Brothers. No matter what." 

Eventually, after Michael completely calmed down and got through that panic attack he was having - 
something that he later found out would possibly be a long standing side-effect of something he had taken - 
he and Ingo fell asleep in the recording room. They were woken up the following morning by Markus grinning at 


them through the window above. 


And the arguing ceased for some time. 


Michael always remembered that day in the recording room. It came back to haunt him many times. He 
couldn't believe it took him so long to get comfortable around Ingo, when with Kai it was almost instant, same 


with Markus, and everyone else after. 


He thought about it every time Ingo sat with him, helping him through the panic attacks, trying to make him 
laugh. 


He thought about it as he was getting into fights with Kai and Ingo was trying to break them up. 


He thought about it when Kai left the band in 1989. Ingo was never the same afterwards. The two had sat 
Together in silence that night, trying to make sense of it. 


He thought about it as he sat around with Ingo, talking and trying to have a laugh when times were getting 


tough and Ingo was in the mood. 


He thought about it as he called Ingo in 1993 and was forced to tell him he was out of the band. It was the 
hardest conversation he had ever had. How could he tell his own brother he was out of the band after ten 


years? 

And as he sat there backstage on the first night of Helloween's Pumpkins United Tour, watching video footage 
of Ingo Schwichtenberg playing drums on the screen, that day came back to him. He felt as if his old brother 
was right there, that he had never left.. that that day in 1995 never happened. 


"Brothers." Michael Weikath whispered to himself, a smile on his face. 


And he could swear he heard "Brothers" whispered right back, even though no one was near him. 


